
The Chr trick Hi It try 

Come, come along, 

Lees dye with honor,our fhame doth lad coo long, 

Sxit mm 

Enter Pitta lithe trench t»*n,and the bey. 

Pz/.Eyld cur, cyld cur. 

Trench.O Monfieur,ie vouen pree aues petie de moy, 
PittMoy (hall not ferue,I will haueforty moys. 

Boy, askc his name, 

"Boy. Comant ettes v ous apclles ? 

JV<?«;MonfieurFer. 

Boy. He fayes his name is matter Fer. 

Fiji. He Fer him, and ferit him,and ferkehim. 

Boy difeufle the fame in French. 

Toy.S'it I do not know whats French for Fer,fcrite,and 
fcarke. 

Tift. Bid him prepare,for I will-cut his throat. 
2ty.Feate,vou preat,ill voulles couple votre gorge. 
Tift . Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnlefte thou giue tome egregious ranfome, dye. 

One point of a fox. 

Fren. Qui die ill monfieur, 

111 ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy Iuy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome.ill voutueres. 

Fren. O ic vous en pri petit gentclhome, parle 
A cce, gran Captaine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey iee donerecs pour noon ranfome’ 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentelhome de France. 

Fiji. What fayes he boy ? 

Toy. Marry ttr he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe ofFrance.and for his ranfome i 
He will giue you yoo.Crowncs. 

Pitt. My fury fliall abate. 

And ItheCrownes willtake,l 

And as I fucke blood, I will fomc mercie fhew. 

FoloW 



ojHentythefift* 

Follow me cur. 

Exitomnes 

Enter the KingftU Nobles } and Piftoll. 

King . What the French retire i 
Yet als not done,the French keepes ftill the field, 
f Ar.The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
jKw.Liueshe good vnkle,twicel faw him downe. 
Twice vp againe: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array ,brauc fouldier doth he lye, 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 
Yoake-fellowtohis honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed,and Yorke all wounded ore' 

Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard,kifles the gafhes 
That bloudily did yawne vponhis face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry decrc coufin Suffolke : 

My foule fhall thine keepe company in heauen : 

Tarry deere foule awhile, then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughten field, 

We kept togither in our Chiualrys 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp* 

He tookeme by the hand,faide deere my Lorde> 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw bis wounded arme,and fo eipoufd to death 
With blood he fealed. An argument, 
Ofneuer-endingloue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from mc,which I Would hauc ftopte. 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me rp to tcares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you, 

I mutt conucrt to tcares,. 
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